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would scarcely have been able to avail himself of tho society
of Theodora with the perfect freedom which he now enjoyed.
They would all have been asking who she was, where she
came from, how long Lothair had known her: all those ques-
tions, kind and neighbourly, which under such clrcximstances
occur. He was in a distinguished circle, but one different
from that in which he lived. Ho sat next to Theodora,
and Mr. Phoebus constantly hovered about them, ever doing
something very graceful, or saying something vciy bright.
Then ho would whisper a word to the great Clorinda, who
dashed intelligence from her celebrated eyes, and then he
made a suggestion to the aesthetical Lady Beatrice, who
immediately fell into enthusiasm and eloquence, and took
the opportunity of displaying her celebrated hands.

The time had now arrived when they were to repair to
the studio and view the picture. A curtain was over it,
and then a silken rope across tho chamber, and then some
chairs. The subject of the picture was Hero and Leauder,
chosen by the heir of all tho Russias himself, during a lato
visit to England.

'A fascinating subject,* said old Cecrops to Mr. Phcobas,
1 but not a very original one/

* The originality of a subject is in its treatment.* was the
reply.

The theme, in the present instance, was certainly not
conventionally treated. When the curtain was withdrawn,
they beheld a figure of life-like size, exhibiting in un-
disguised completeness tho perfection of tho female form,
and yot tho painter had so skilfltlly availed himself of the
shadowy and mystic hour and of somo gauze-like drapery,
which veiled without concealing his design, that the
chastest eye might gaze on his heroine with impunity. The
splendour of her upstretched arms held high the beacon
light, which threw a glare upon the sublime anxiety of her
countenance, while all the tumult of the Hellespont, the